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Editorial 


The  other  night  t  was  In  the  Horaki  office, 
working  diligently  on  this  Issue,  and  I  did 
something  really  stupid.  I  locked  the  keys  In 
the  office.  Midnl  even  realize  it  until  I  was 
almost  home,  t  had  gone  shopping  for  some 
groceries,  I  reached  into  my  pocket  for  some 
change,  and  something  didn't  feel  right.  A 
wave  of  panto  spread  from  my  head  to  my 
tippy-toes,  and  I  thought,  'Shit.  No  keys."  I 
was  locked  out  of  the  office,  I  was  h)cked  out 
of  my  apartment,  no-one  has  an  extra  set  of 
my  keys,  and  I  was  getting  ready  to  snuggle 
down  with  the  guy  that  lives  in  a  milkcrate  t>y 
Bloor  SuperSave  for  the  night.  LuckHy ,  I  don't 
live  far  from  Innis,  and  even  more  luckily, 
Carolyn  was  at  Ash's,  who  lives  across  the 
street  fromme.and  stieranovertothedonut 
shop  where  I  was  stranded  and  tent  me  her 
keys.  I  felt  like  such  an  Idiot.  Carolyn  was 
really  sweet  atx>ut  the  whole  thing,  iHtt  I  bet 
she  was  Just  grinning  ear  to  ear  at  my  stupkJity , 
especially  after  those  remarks  atxiut  how 
chiklishiy  simple  it  is  to  use  the  Mac.  Anyway, 
it  was  bound  to  happen.  I  always  leave  my 
keys  lying  around  the  office,  and  I  always 
make  a  mental  note  to  put  them  back  in  my 
pocket  before  I  leave,  but  this  time  I 
just...forgot 


But  StupkJity  and  forgatf  ulness  are  not  new  to 
my  life.  They're  everyv^here.  For  example, 
stupidity:  it  was  raining  the  other  day.  When 
will  people  reaHze  that  umbrellas  Increase 
your  effective  diameter  by  at  least  two  times? 
When  will  they  realize  that  three  peole  will  not 
fit  on  a  sidewalk  while  carrying  umbrellas? 
Why  is  it  always  me  that  gets  pushed  into  the 
mud?  As  for  forgetfulness,  I  know  that  just 
about  everyone  will  forget  my  birthday  next 
week,  ctose  relatives  included.  Iknowpeople 
will  forget  to  read  the  Hsralki,  and  they'll 
forget  to  congratulate  me  on  how  qutokly 
another  issue  came  out  i  have  a  feeling  tttat 
I'm  going  to  have  to  keep  reminding  people  of 
what  they'll  promise  to  do  for  me  for  the 
upcoming  Orienation  Issue.  And,  I  know  that 
a  lot  of  poeple  forgot  to  hand  in  articles  on 
time  for  this  issue.  You  know  who  you  are. 
There  woni  be  an  April  issue  becuse  I  know 
people  will  forget  ttteir  promises  to  wriite 
something,  and  if  s  not  part  of  my  job  to  nag 
(at  least  it  shouWIn't  be).  This  is  the  entire 
point  of  this  edrtotial,  just  so  you  don't  miss  it. 
See  all  you  k>sers  in  September. 


Letters  t&  the  Editor  Ode  to  thelnnivS  Cafe 


The  Innie  Herrid  hM  sn  -open  letter 
poHcy.  l.«ttan  imnt  IM  aigiwtl  MMl 
must  be  tree  of  Mxlei»  fsclet»  afllety 
homophobte  or  Jtnt  pteki  <ftmib 
contenL  QpMonsflvptWMdIn  tMlMFSi 
Ilka  18  aubmlMiona, «« tttawWttIo 
offUy  to  their  Mithoro;  no  NoMMy  lo 
attached  to  th«  Innla  HaraM,  tha  hmls 
Cbnago  Student  Sodaty  or  10  itw 
pubUahar.  In  fad,  tiw  opMona 
axpiaiaad  In  iMa  nawapapor  era 
■ttrlbutabia  to  abaotuMy  netmdy. 


Dear  Ash, 

As  a  non-smoker,  I  was 
thoroughly  offended  by  your  article. 
"Ashenomics"  (HeraWvol.  27  issue  2) 
was  rude,  overbearing  and 
thoughtless.  Second-hand  smoke  Is 
extremely  harmful  to  those  exposed 
to  it  and  I  dont  see  government 
concern  for  general  health  as  anything 
but  exactly  that.  The  government  will 
lose  possibly  millions  of  dollars  by 
banning  smoking,  so  I'm  not  realty 
sure  how  this  fits  into  your  tittle  paranoid 
fantasy  of  "stick  it  to  the  smoker". 
Furthermore,  sinceyou  are  admittedly 
breaking  the  law  and  smoking  in  non- 
smoking environments,  how  can  I 
avoid  your  putrid  stench  of  toxic  ash 
(pardon  the  pun)?  My  answer  to  the 
smoking  dilemma  is  this,  don't  sit  the 
fuck  beside  me  because  t  don't  want 
to  hear  you  whine. 

Sincerely, 
Cynthia  Booth 
S.f^.G. 


by  Joanne  Feid 

I  have  always  dreamed  of  being  a  print 
journalist. .my  ctwjsen  and  written  words.../n/ 
name  in  black  and  white  on  a  dailyAweekly/monthly 
basis...  After  reading  the  innis  Heraid'a  screams 
for  submissions  (I  felt  so  bad  that  there  were  not 
even  any  letters  to  the  editor),  I  decided  that  it  was 
time  for  me  to  contribute  to  my  college  newspaper 
and  realize  a  fife-long  dream. 

Wttat  provoked  me  was  the  unflavourable 
publk^ty  given  to  the  Innis  cafe  in  the  last  issue.  'A 
Student's  Travel  Guide  to  Coffee  (And  Other 
Things)'.  Food,  as  those  viho  know  me  can  attest, 
is  a  subject  extremely  ctose  to  my  heart,  not  to 
mention  the  fact  that  when  people  speak/write 
negatively  about  the  Innis  cafe,  I  get  mad. 

This  place  has,  without  question,  THE  BEST 
F(X)D  ON  CAMPUS.  Being  a  psuedo-vegetarian 
(I  cant  resist  mom's  bbq'd  chicken  once'i/t'S" 
while),  I  can  state  without  hesitation  thattne 
meatless  dishes  at  this  place  are  fantastic, 
salads  at  Innis  are  crisp.  coUand  fresh.  Tlie 


quiches  and  veggie  lasagna  are  heart/  and  tasty. 
The  made-in-front-ol-your-eyes  sandwiches  are 
jam-fiacked  with  great  fillings.  The  homemade 
soups  are  brimming  and  are  ideal  fare  for  Toronto's 
winters.  As  for  the  desserts,  any  dining 
establishment  that  features  Dufflet  pastries  is 
high  in  my  books. 

As  tor  ttie  service,  tfie  staff  are  the  kindest 
women  in  ttie  city  -  fast,  accommodating  and 
efficient  -  even  a  friendly  'enjoy  your  meaT 
accompanies  your  food. 

f>low,  even  with  all  this  praise.  I  must  confess 
that  I  do  have  two  small  criticisms.  They  are: 

1 .  the  atjsence  of  the  funky  music  of  the  past 
is  a  downer,  especially  since  it  Is  rumoured  tt«l 
they  now  play  CHUM  FM  once  in  a  while 

2.  Uv9  water  glasses  are  too  small  -  one  sip 
arttf  ytC'fe  back  for  a  refilf 

So  there  it  is,  my  debut  article  as  a  joumalist 
-  and  as  a  published  restaurant  critic.  Watch  out 
Joanne  Kates,  there's  a  new  Joanne  on  the  t)kx*. 


Hey  Gangl 

Guess  who's  Back  on  Campus? 
That's  right,  Innis  College's  own...  Simon 
B.Cotter:  Comedian  Extroadinalrel 

Simon's  National  "Back  on  Campus"  tour 
is  coming  to  University  of  Toronto's  Hart 
House  Theatre,  Thursday  March  25  at 
8:00  p.m.  The  show  is  being  taped  for 
televison  and  is  sponsored  by  Q 107  and 
Jos  Louis  (Simon's  favourite  food). 
For  those  of  you  who  missed  coming  to 
see  Simon  at  Yuk  Yuk's  during  Orientation 
or  on  Back  Campus  on  U  of  T  Day,  you 
may  recognize  his  name  from  Much  Music, 
CBC  or  Global  Comedy  Specials,  or  as 


a  regular  comedy  performer  on  Ql  07  and 
102.1. 

Simon  started  his  comedy  ca.raer 
emceeing  Innis  College  variety  nights 
which  were  held  at  Hart  House  Theatre. 
In  1988hejoinedYukYuk'sontourwherG 
he  Ijecame  Canada's  fastest  rising  comic 
star.  Simon  headlines  campuses,  comedy 
clubs,  and  special  Corp.  shows  across 
Canada  and  the  U.S.  Despite  f- is  success 
on  T.V.  and  radio,  Simon  says  his  favourite 
places  to  perform  are  the  universities, 
and  when  It  comes  to  universities,  tiier'es 
no  place  like  home. 

On  March  25th  we  can  all  say  Welcome 
Back  Cotter.  Tickets  are  available  at  SAC 
Dome  or  the  Hart  House  Box  Office. 


Innis  News  — - 
Scandal!!! 

Interpol  Everywhere! 
Special  to  the  Herald ! 

Friends,  the  evil  of  the  diabolically 
enterprising  Interpol  cannot  be 
restrained.  The  Extra-Jugular  Fusion 
3X  6000  was  only  the  beginning. 
Informers  say  that  Beatrice  (of 
Registrar's  Office  fame)  has  been  a 
paid  member  of  Interpol  for  the  past 
five  years  and  she  is,  how  can  we 
phrase  this,  dipping  her  fingers  into 
the  main  computer  and  adjusting  marks 
like  a  crazed  lunatic  with  no  sense  of 
decency.  But  the  worst  is  yet  to  come, 
my  unsuspecting  school  chums.  A 
reliable  source  has  squealed  to  this 
reporter,  revealing  that  our  own 
JohnBrown, seemingly  innocent 
principal  of  innis  College,  is  none  other 


than  Hugo,  Master  of  a  Thousand 
Faces,  turned  Interpol  agent.  How, 
my  disquieted  rabble,  can  we 
compote?  Will  Interpol  never  stop? 
Will  their  hired  spies  never  cease  to 
walk  the  hallways,  seeking  out  helpless 
victims  and  juicy  graffiti?  When  pushed 
to  comment  on  the  energy-sucking 
device  discovered  last  month,  Sandy 
Oh,  known  Interpol  liaison  (aka  Mr. 
"O"),  laughed  menacingly  and 
sneered,  "It's  true!"  When  pushed  to 
comment  further,  he  quietly  refused, 
explaining,  °l  know  I'm  going  to  say 
something  stupid..." 


4  quote  from  ourprez... 

"I  defy  common  sense  better  than  anyone  else  I  know.' 


-Sandy  Oh,  ICSS  President 


I  Heyl  We're  already  working  or.  s.^  Orientation  Issuel  Since  you  guys  have  been  so  pathetic  in  your 

•  response  to  the  last  plea  lor  articles,  we  woni  ask  you  to  bust  your  buns  writing  for  us  during  exam 

•  time.  So  there  will  be  no  April  Issue. 

•  BUT,  if  you  think  about  it,  summertime  -is-the  perfect  time  to  write  great  artictes  for  the  Innis  HerakH 
'  The  Orientation  Issue  is  geared  specificalty  at  our  naive  and  unsuspecting  frosh,  so  go  wildi  You  can 

•  get  the  chance  to  comjpt  young  minds,  or  to  introduce  them  to  how  life  reaUy  is  on  campusi  Do  iti 

•  WRITE  FOR  THE  HERALDIII  HwKliut>niJnlonsto:roonm,timltColl*g«.orroom30S(WMt«ring), 
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Editorial 


The  other  night  I  was  in  the  Herald  office, 
working  diligently  on  this  issue,  and  I  did 
something  really  stupid.  I  locked  the  keys  in 
the  office.  Ididn't  even  realize  it  until  I  was 
almost  home.  I  had  gone  shopping  for  some 
groceries,  I  reached  into  my  pocket  for  some 
change,  and  something  didn't  feel  right.  A 
wave  of  panic  spread  from  my  head  to  my 
tippy-foes,  and  I  thought.  "Shit.  No  keys."  I 
was  locked  out  of  the  office,  I  was  locked  out 
of  my  apartment,  no-one  has  an  extra  set  of 
my  keys,  and  I  was  getting  ready  to  snuggle 
down  with  the  guy  that  lives  in  a  milkcrate  by 
Bloor  SuperSave  for  the  night.  Luckily,  I  don't 
live  far  from  Innis,  and  even  more  luckily, 
Carolyn  was  at  Ash's,  who  lives  across  the 
street  from  me,  and  she  ran  over  to  the  donut 
shop  where  I  was  stranded  and  lent  me  her 
keys.  I  felt  like  such  an  idiot.  Carolyn  was 
really  sweet  about  the  whole  thing,  but  I  t>et 
she  was  just  grinning  ear  to  ear  at  my  stupidity, 
especially  after  those  remarks  about  how 
childishly  simple  it  is  to  use  the  Mac.  Anyway , 
it  was  bound  to  hapF>en.  I  always  leave  my 
keys  lying  around  the  office,  and  I  always 
make  a  mental  note  to  put  them  back  in  my 
pocket  before  I  leave,  but  this  time  I 
just... forgot. 


But  stupidity  and  forgetfulness  are  not  new  to 
my  life.  They're  everywhere.  For  example, 
stupidity:  it  was  raining  the  other  day.  When 
will  people  realize  that  umbrellas  increase 
your  effective  diameter  by  at  least  two  times? 
When  will  they  realize  that  three  peole  will  not 
fit  on  a  sidewalk  while  carrying  umbrellas? 
Why  is  it  always  me  that  gets  pushed  into  the 
mud?  As  for  forgetfulness,  I  know  that  just 
about  everyone  will  forget  my  birthday  next 
week,  close  relatives  included.  I  know  people 
will  forget  to  read  the  Herald,  and  they'll 
forget  to  congratulate  me  on  how  quickly 
another  issue  came  out.  I  have  a  feeling  that 
I'm  going  to  have  to  keep  reminding  people  of 
what  they'll  promise  to  do  for  me  lor  the 
upcoming  Orienation  Issue.  And,  I  know  that 
a  lot  of  pceple  forgot  to  hand  in  articles  on 
time  for  this  issue.  Vou  know  who  you  are. 
There  wont  be  an  Apnl  issue  becuse  I  know 
people  will  forget  their  promises  to  wriite 
something,  and  it's  not  part  of  my  job  to  nag 
(at  least  it  shouldn't  tie).  This  is  the  entire 
point  of  this  editotial,  just  so  you  don1  miss  it. 
See  all  you  losers  in  Septembier. 


Letters  to  the  Editor  Ode  to  the  Innis  Cafe 


The  Innis  Herald  hat  an  open  tatter 
policy.  Letter*  must  b*  stgnsd  and 
must  b*  (raa  of  saxist,  racist,  astst, 
homopttobic  or  Just  plain  dumb 
contant  Opinions  exprasaad  In  Mtsft, 
Ilka  all  submlsslona,  ara  attrltHitabta 
only  to  thair  authora;  no  llabBtty  ia 
attaciwd  to  tha  Innia  Herald,  the  Innia 
Collage  Student  Society  or  to  the 
publisher.  In  fact,  the  oplrtions 
expressed  In  this  newspaper  era 
attributable  to  absolutely  notiody. 


Dear  Ash, 

As  a  non-smoker,  i  was 
thoroughly  offended  by  your  article. 
"Ashenomics"  {Herald\io\.  27  issue  2) 
was  rude,  overbearing  and 
thoughtless.  Second-hand  smoke  is 
extremely  harmful  to  those  exposed 
to  it  and  I  don't  see  government 
concern  lor  general  health  as  anything 
but  exactly  that.  The  government  will 
lose  possibly  millions  of  dollars  by 
banning  smoking,  so  I'm  not  really 
sure  how  this  fits  into  your  little  paranoid 
fantasy  of  "slick  it  to  the  smoker". 
Furthermore,  since  you  are  admittedly 
breaking  tne  law  and  smoking  in  non- 
smoking environments,  how  can  1 
avoid  your  putrid  stench  of  toxic  ash 
(pardon  the  pun)?  My  answer  to  the 
smoking  dilemma  Is  this,  don't  sit  the 
fuck  beside  me  because  I  don't  want 
to  hear  you  whine. 

Sincerely. 
Cynthia  Booth 
S.M  C 


by  Joanne  Feld 

I  have  always  dreamed  of  being  a  print 
journalist.. .my  chosen  and  written  words.. .my 
name  in  black  and  white  on  a  daily/weekly'monthly 
basis...  After  reading  the  /nnis  Herald's  screams 
lor  submissions  (I  felt  so  bad  that  there  were  not 
even  any  letters  to  tfie  editor),  I  deckled  that  it  was 
time  for  me  to  contribute  to  my  college  newspaper 
and  realize  a  life-long  dream. 

What  provoked  me  was  the  unftavouratile 
publkiity  given  to  the  Innis  cafe  in  the  last  issue,  "A 
Student's  Travel  Guide  to  Coffee  (And  Other 
Things)".  Food,  cis  those  who  know  me  can  attest, 
is  a  subject  extremely  close  to  my  heart,  not  to 
mention  the  fact  tfiat  when  people  speak/write 
negatively  at)out  the  Innis  cafe,  I  get  mad. 

This  place  has,  without  question,  THE  BEST 
FOOD  ON  CAMPUS.  Beinga  psuedo-vegetarian 
(I  can't  resist  mom's  t)bq'd  chicken  once  iff  S" 
while),  I  can  state  without  hesitation  that  the 
meatless  dishes  at  this  place  are  fantastic, 
salads  at  Innis  are  crisp,  cold  and  fresh.  The 


quiches  and  veggie  lasagna  are  hearty  and  tasty. 
The  made-in-front-of-your-eyes  sanctwiches  are 
jam-packed  with  great  fillings  The  homemaiie 
soups  are  t>rimming  and  are  ideal  fare  tor  Toronto's 
winters.  As  tor  the  desserts,  any  dining 
establishment  that  features  Dufflet  pastries  is 
high  in  my  books. 

As  lor  the  service,  the  staff  are  the  kindest 
women  In  the  dty  -  last,  accommodating  and 
efficient  -  even  a  friendly  "en|oy  your  meal" 
accompanies  your  food. 

Now,  even  with  all  this  praise.  I  must  confess 
that  I  do  t«ve  two  small  criticisms.  They  are: 

1 .  the  at)sence  of  the  funky  music  of  the  past 
Is  a  downer,  especially  since  rt  is  rumoured  that 
they  now  play  CHUM  FM  once  in  a  while 

2.  the  water  glasses  are  too  small  -  one  sip 
aiid'yolYe  back  for  a  refill 

So  ttwre  It  Is.  my  detnjt  article  as  a  journalist 
-  and  as  a  published  restaurant  cntic  Watch  out 
Joanne  Kates,  there's  a  new  Joanne  on  the  t>lock. 


Hey  Gang! 

Guess  wfho's  Back  on  Campus? 
That's  right,  Innis  College's  own...  Simon 
B. Cotter:  Comedian  Extroadinaire! 

Simon's  National  "Back  on  Campus"  tour 
is  coming  to  University  of  Toronto's  Hart 
House  Theatre,  Thursday  l>^arch  25  at 
8:00  p.m.  The  show  is  being  taped  for 
televison  and  is  sponsored  by  Q 107  and 
Jos  Louis  (Simon's  favourite  food) 
For  those  of  you  who  missed  coining  to 
see  Simon  at  Yuk  Yuk's  during  Orientation 
or  on  Back  Campus  on  U  of  T  Day  you 
may  recognize  his  name  from  Much  Music. 
CBC  or  Global  Comedy  Specials,  or  as 


a  regular  comedy  performer  on  Q 1 07  and 
102.1. 

Simon  started  his  comedy  career 
emceeing  Innis  College  variety  nights 
which  were  held  at  Hart  House  Theatre. 
In  1 988  he  joined  Yuk  Yuk's  on  tour  where 
he  became  Canada's  fastest  rising  comic 
star.  Simon  headlines  campuses,  comedy 
clubs,  and  special  Corp,  shows  across 
Canada  and  tho  U  S  Despite  his  success 
on  T.V  and  radio.  Simon  says  hisfavounte 
places  to  perfoini  a^e  the  universities, 
and  when  it  comes  to  universities,  ther'es 
no  place  like  home 

On  March  25th  we  can  all  say  Welcome 
Back  Cotter,  Tickets  are  available  at  SAC 
Dome  or  the  Han  House  Box  Office 


Innis  News  

Scandal!!! 

Interpol  Everywhere! 
Special  to  the  Herald  \ 

Friends,  the  evil  of  the  diabolically 
enterprising  Interpol  cannot  be 
restrained.  The  Extra-Jugular  Fusion 
3X  6000  was  only  the  beginning. 
Informers  say  that  Beatrice  (of 
Registrar's  Office  fame)  has  been  a 
paid  member  of  Interpol  for  the  past 
five  years  and  she  is,  how  can  we 
phrase  this,  dipping  her  fingers  into 
the  main  computer  and  adjusting  marks 
like  a  crazed  lunatic  with  no  sense  of 
decency.  But  the  worst  is  yet  to  come, 
my  unsuspecting  school  chums.  A 
reliable  source  has  squealed  to  this 
reporter,  revealing  that  our  own 
JohnBrown, seemingly  innocent 
principal  of  Innis  College,  is  noneother 


A  quote  from  ourprez... 

"I  defy  common  sense  better  than  anyone  else  I  know." 


-Sandy  Oh,  ICSS  President 


I  Hoy!  We're  already  working  on  an  Orientation  Issue!  Since  you  guys  have  (seen  so  pathetic  in  your 

•  response  to  the  last  plea  for  articles,  we  won't  ask  you  to  bust  your  buns  wrtling  for  us  during  exam 
I  time-  So  there  will  be  no  Apnl  issue. 

•  BUT,  if  you  think  about  it,  summertime  is  the  perfect  time  to  write  great  articles  for  the  Innis  Herakf. 

•  The  Orientation  Issue  is  geared  specifically  at  our  naive  and  unsuspecting  frosh,  so  go  wild!  'Vou  can 

•  get  the  chance  to  corrupt  young  minds,  or  to  introduce  them  to  how  lite  really  is  on  campus!  Do  iti 
\  WRITE  FOR  THE  HERALD!!!  Hand»ul«ni»sioo»lo:room  W,lnni»Colie9«,otroom3<>S(VVealwin8), 

•  Qt  tt^  to:  Th«        Herald  2  Sussex  //'ave,  Toronto,  OM  U5S 1J5 


than  Hugo,  Master  of  a  Thousand 
Faces,  tumed  Interpol  agent.  How, 
my  disquieted  rabble,  can  we 
compete?  Will  Interpol  never  stop? 
Will  their  hired  spies  never  cease  to 
walk  the  hallways,  seeking  out  helpless 
victims  and  juicy  graffiti?  When  pushed 
to  comment  on  the  energy-sucking 
device  discovered  last  month,  Sandy 
Oh,  known  Interpol  liaison  {aka  Mr. 
"O"),  laughed  menacingly  and 
sneered,  "It's  true!"  When  pushed  to 
comment  further,  he  quietly  refused, 
explaining,  "I  know  I'm  going  to  say 
something  stupid..." 
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Random  Thoughts 

Vehicles,  Vegetarians,  and  Virtues 


Continued 

By  John  Anderson 

In  his  artida  last  Issue, 
Philip  Howard  argues  that  the 
use  of  the  car  is  a  greater 
threat  to  the  environment  than 
the  consumption  of  meat.  He 
says  that  "a  pure  vegetaiile 
diet  is  not  a  reasonable 
expectation  for  human 
populations'.  Well,  most 
people  in  Asia  get  on  fine  with 
no  animal  products  in  their 
diets.  It  is  possit>le  to  survive 
on  plants  alone,  although, 
admittedly,  more  difficult  In 
western  society  than  in  Asia 
t}ecause  here  there  are  so 
many  products  connected  in 
some  way  with  animals  (I  don't 
know  aiMut  Africa).  But  that's 
really  no  excuse.  And  I  think 


that  it  is  a  "reasonable 
expectation",  because  if  every 
person  in  the  world  adopted  a 
meat-t>ased  diet,  there  is  no 
way  the  current  population 
couW  be  sustained  (remember 
that  while  lots  of  people  are 
starving  the  population  is 
still  growing).  Compare  this 
with  the  fact  that  the  world's 
population  could  be  sustained 
many  times  over  on  a 
vegetarian  diet. 

Phil  says  that  it  is  "not 
possible  to  remove  all  direct 
and  indirect  animal  products 
from  today's  society".  How 
cynical  of  you,  Phill  Not  only  is 
it  possible  if  we  all  want  to  do  it, 
it  is  absolutely  essential. 
Because  animals  are  higher 
up  in  the  food  chain  than  plants, 
it  is  less  efficient  to  breed  and 
eat  them  than  it  is  to  eat  plants. 
Three  and  a  quarter  acres  of 


land  are  required  to  support 
someone  on  a  standard  meat- 
based  diet,  and  half  an  acre  is 
required  to  support  someone 
on  a  vegetarian  diet.  15.8 
pounds  of  grain  and  soy  are 
required  for  each  pound  of 
beef.  2500  gallons  of  water 
are  needed  to  produce  a  pound 
of  meat,  while  only  25  gallons 
of  water  are  needed  to  produce 
a  pound  of  wheat  The  main 
cause  of  the  destruction  of  the 
rainforest  is  the  clearing  of 
grazing  space  for  cattle.  And 
get  this:  in  1989,  40%  of  the 
world's  grain  han/est  was  fed 
to  animals  going  to  slaughter. 
If  that  grain  had  been  fed  to 
people  instead,  there  would 
have  been  enough  to  feed 
everyone.  And  yes,  grain 
contains  protein.  All  of  our 
nutritional  requirements  can 
be  met  through  plants,  and 


anyway,  red  meat  contains  too 
much  protein,  too  much  fat, 
and  no  fibre.  The  consumption 
of  fish  is  healthier,  but  the 
huge  driftnets  of  commercial 
fishing  wreak  havoc  on  the  very 
delicate  ocean  ecosystem. 

These  infobites  (taken 
from  Consolidated  and  the 

Toronto  Vegetarian 

HandlyOPh)  do  not  really 
convey  the  reality  of  pain, 
stress,  fear,  abuse,  and  of 
course  death,  experienced  by 
animals  killed  for  food, 

Phil  is  right  in  saying  that 
both  cars  and  Vne  consumption 
of  meat  are  part  of  the  setf- 
sen/ing  capitalist  Dethkultur. 
But  I  hope  ttiat  this  article  has 
made  It  dear  that  in  trying  to 
justify  the  meat  habit, 
abstaining  from  automobiles 
is  not  enough. 


Sorry  About  the  Swear  Word,  IVIom 


by  Carolyn  Fell 

Here  I  sit  In  the  Herald 
office  at  4:00  am,  trying  to  think 
of  something  to  write  about. 
My  mind  seems  to  t>e  a 
complete  Ijlank.  I'm  having 
this  weird  case  of  writers  block 
that  I  just  cani  seem  to  get 
over.  It  started  about  two 
weeks  ago  when  I  had  two 
essays  due  on  the  same  day. 
Try  as  I  might,  I  just  couldn't 
think  of  anything  to  write  atwut. 
I  mean,  sure  I  had  the  topic, 
but  I  couldn't  think  of  anything 
tieyond  that. 

in  case  you  were 
wondering  why  i  am  at  the 


Heraid  office  at  this  dingy 
hour  it  is  tjecause  I  couldn't 
sleep  so  I  decided  to  come  in 
and  worit  on  the  layout. 
Unfortunately,  the  computer 
seems  to  have  gone  totally 
wonky  and  wont  let  me  cut 
and  paste  the  files  daiming 
that  it  doesn't  have  enough 
memory.  It's  a  computer 
dammiti  How  could  it  not  have 
enough  memory?  Ahh,  If  only 
for  Data's  positronic  brain! 
Since  I  am  too  chicken  to  walk 
to  Ash's  until  first  light,  I  am 
forced  to  sit  here  and  write  my 
promised  article  for  this  issue. 

I  was  supposed  to  write 
an  artide  on  Harold  Innis,  tjut 


I  couldn't  seem  to  get  the  words 
right.  He  was  an  incredible 
man.  Intrinsic  to  Canada's 
intellectual  history.  But  I'm 
just  not  inspired  by  him,  or 
anything  else,  lately. 

So  I  am  left  with  the 
dilemma:  Do  t  tell  you  about  all 
the  things  that  I  worry  about 
(the  probat>le  cause  for  the 
aforementioned  block);  or  do  I 
press  on,  spouting  the  usual 
mindless  fluff  that  I  seem  to  be 
so  good  at  passing  off  as  the 
shit  I  really  think  atxiut?  I  don't 
know,  i  ck>nt  think  I  know  you 
well  enough  to  let  you  in.  But 
then  again  I  don't  want  you  to 
think  I'm  a  total  dough-head. 


Most  of  the  time  I  don1  care, 
tHrt  sometimes  I  do.  Knowing 
my  luck,  this  issue  will  come 
out  on  one  of  the  days  when  I 
care  what  you  think  and  I'll 
spend  a  good  sleepless  night 
wishing  that  you  didn't  think 
that  way  atx3ut  me ,  who  you^'e 
probably  never  met. 

Mindless  fluff.. .mindless 
fluff....  Damn!  1  can't  even 
think  of  thati  What  is  wrong 
with  me? 

So  I  will  sign  off  no  with 
no  apology  for  wasting  your 
time.  We  all  go  through  rough 
times  now  and  again.  No 
apology  required. 


toronto 
small 
press 

grgufi 


TORONTO  SMAU  PRESS  GROUP 
SPRING  BOOK  FAIR  1993 
Saturday  April  24  1 0am-Spm 
Afumni  Hall,  Victoria  Univeisily  (U  o(  T) 

The  Toronto  Small  Press  Group  presents  the  seventh  annual  Spring 
Small  Press  Book  Fair  at  Victoria  University's  Alumni  Hall,  on  the  campus 
of  the  University  of  Toronto,  on  Saturday  April  24,  1993,  between  10am  & 
5pm. 

Some  SO  small  presses  from  Ontario  will  tw  represented,  including 
micro  presses  specialising  in  esoteric  and  experimental  literary  worVs, 
producefs  ol  artists'  Ixwtts  and  ephemera,  put)list>ers  ol  '^mes"  devoted  to 
trash  culture  and  comic  book  ait.  along  with  many  purveyors  ol  slightly  off- 
ttie-mainstream  poetry,  fiction,  and  non  fiction. 

The  primary  purpose  of  Small  Press  Book  Fair  is  to  provide  a  fonjm 
and  a  marketplace  for  a  plettK>ra  of  serious  put>lishers  wtx)  are  not  well- 
served  by  even  ttie  most  syrnpalt>elic  book  sellers,  largety  tjecause  they  are 
deemed  to  Ije  "unmarisetable'. 

We  think  this  Is  a  particularty  vital  tofum  in  an  era  wtwn  putjdstiers  ol 
onginal  literature  are  shying  away  from  new  books  ol  poetry,  first  t>ooKs  ol 
fiction,  and  ottier  works  that  defy  conventional  genre 

 Cof^act  Victor  Coleman  at  (4161.599-8657  tor  tunher  ipfornialioo 


What  I  think... 


Seems  no-one  thought 
anything  during  the 
projuctlon  otthis  issue. 
Guess  that's  what  U  of 
T  does  to  you  after  a 
tew  years. 


The  Problem  With 
Data 


by  John  Anderson 

I'm  not  a  big  fan  of  the 
new  Star  Trek,  txit  I  like  the 
characterof  Data.  He's  logical, 
he  does  what  he's  toM,  and 
although  I'm  the  opposite,  1 
find  him  the  most  tolerable 
character,  probably  for  those 
reasons. 

I  have  a  tew  problems 
with  Data,  however.  The  first  Is 
that  I  don't  tielieve  humanity  to 
be  a  goal  he  shoukJ  strive  for. 
What  makes  humanity  better 
than  any  other  standard?  And 
yet  his  friends  tell  him  that  he's 
"on  the  road  to  t)ecoming 
human",  and  he's  often 
interested  in  Iseing  more 
human". 

The  second  and  bigger 
problem  is  that  I  believe  that 
the  scriptwriters  have  made  a 
mistake  in  creating  him:  as  a 
conscious  being.  Data  should 
have  emotions.  Now,  some 
people  have  argued  that  Data 
is  not  actually  conscious  but  is 
a  machine  in  the  conventional 
sense,  merely  programmed  to 
act  intelligent,  like  a  computer 
is.  (I  could  argue  that  if  he  acts 
conscious,  it  amounts  to  the 
same  thing  as  being 
conscious.)  t  agree  that  if  Data 
is  not  conscious,  then  he  simply 
is  a  computer.  BUT,  what  I 
wantto  argueis  this:  supposing 
Data  IS  conscious,  it  follows 
that  he  must  have  emotion. 

Other  androids,  like 
Bishop  In  Aliens  and  the 
replicants  in  Blade  Runner,  are 
actually  people,  having 
memories  and  feelings.  It  is 
possible  that  Decker  himself 
was  a  replicant.  Okay,  these 
androids  are  more 
sophisticated  that  Data; 
Bishop  had  guts  and  some 
fluid  functioning  as  blood.  But 
the  principle  is  the  same.  Just 


because  Data's  head  is 
composed  of  electronic 
circuitry  and  not  organlcmatter 
does  not  preclude  his  ability 
for  emotion.  Emotton  is  not  a 
product  of  being  organic,  it  is  a 
product  of  sentience.  By 
sentience  I  mean  the  ability  to 
perceive  things,  including 
oneself,  through  the  senses, 
and  to  make  decisions  based 
on  perception.  (Computers  are 
not  sentient  Ijecause  they  are 
not  aware  of  themselves  as 
the  same  system  from  one 
moment  to  the  next;  they're 
not  even  aware  of  themselves 
at  all.  Animals,  however,  are 
sentient.) 

A  counterargument  that 
goes  in  here  postulates  the 
existence  of  an  immaterial 
soul,  without  which  humans 
would  be  mere  machines.  Well, 
I  can't  prove  the  existence  of 
objects  I  can't  see,  and  1  can't 
disprove  it  either.  So  there  is 
no  point  in  discussing  it  if  we 
can't  prove  its  existence  and 
functions. 

Now,  if  a  being  is  able  to 
perceive  itself  and  the  world 
and  think  about  its  place  in  the 
worid,  it  will  have  feelings  about 
the  world.  It  will  develop  likes 
and  dislikes,  what  we  call 
opinions,  about  things.  If  it  has 
an  opinion,  it  will  have  an 
emotion.  Of  course  this  theory 
is  unprovable,  but  it  makes 
sense  to  me.  This  seems  to  be 
what  Star  Trek  is  exploring  with 
Data;  his  brother  Lor  proves 
that  this  kind  of  being  is  capable 
of  emotion.  We  also  saw  in 
that  recent  episode  with  his 
dream  that,  more  specifically, 
Data  does  have  the  potential 
for  emotion.  But  why  is  he 
taking  so  long  to  get  it? 


Vehicles,  Vegetarians 
&  Virtues  Continued  II 


by  Odin 


yVre  yoxx  a  starving; 
stxident? 


This  Wtimt- 
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In  the  last  issue  of  the 
Herald(w\.  27  issue  2),  Philip 
Howard  made  several 
misleading  statements 
regarding  the  feasibility  of  a 
vegetarian  diet  in  the  modern 
world.  I  would  like  the 
opportunity  to  address  two 
main  points  of  contention  in 
his  article. 

First,  the  article  states  that 
"as  a  means  of  sustenance, 
meat  and  animal  by-products 
are  irreplaceable"  and  "a  pure 
vegetarian  diet  is  not  a 
reasonable  expectation  for 
human  populations".  If  the 
basis  for  these  quoted 
statements  lies  in  the  cun'ent 
Western  economic  structure 
and  the  roles  that  the  meat 
and  dairy  industries  play  in  its 
maintenance,  then  Howard 
hasapoint.  Massive  economic 
changes  indeed  would  be 
essential  in  attaining  a 
vegetarian  diet  on  a  global 
scale.  A  transition  to  a 
y(^tairian.die.t  wquld  require 
a  long  period  of  time  allowing 
society  to  adjust  culturally  and 
economically.  But  a  gradual 
refocussing  of  economic 
dietary  interests  is  not  an 
unreasonable  expectation. 

Arguing  from  a  purely 
nutritional  point  of  view, 
however,  these  statements 
stand  on  little  ground.  As  a 
means  of  sustenance,  not  only 
are  meat  and  animal  by- 
products replaceable,  but  in 
many  cases  the  alternatives 
are  healthier  and  more 
economically  desirable. 
Information  supporting  this 
view  is  found  readily  in  food 
and  nutritional  literature  and 
are  documented  effectively  by 
Peter  Singer  in  Animal 
Liberation  and  by  John 
Bobbins  in  Diet  for  a  New 

The  article  in  the  Herald 
also  claims  that  people  are 
more  aware  of  the 
environmental  threats  of  the 
meat  industry  than  those 
caused  by  light  automobiles. 
Let's  face  it:  most  people  in 
North  Amerkia  have  at  some 
point  been  accosted  by  the 


fumes  of  an  automobile. 

Drawing  a  connection 
between  these  toxicfumes  and 
environmental  harm  does  not 
take  a  degree  in  chemical 
engineering.  On  the  other 
hand,  connecting  that  hot  dog, 
pot  roast,  or  basket  of  chicken 
wings  with  environmental 
.damage  is  not  as  blatant  a 
revelation.  Furthermore,  I 
believe  that  most  people 
interpret  vegetarianism  as  a 
response  to  calls  for  a  healthier 
diet  rather  than  to  calls  for  a 
healthier  planet. 

I  agree  that  the  current 
preferred  form  of 
transportation ,  I  .e.  the  gasoline 
burning  automobile,  is  a 
scourge  to  the  environment; 
energy  consumption  at  all 
levels  is  of  the  greatest  concern 
to  the  environment.  It  should 
be  noted  that  the  meat  and 
dairy  industries  consume  more 
than  their  fair  share  of  energy 
in  North  America. 
Transportation  ami  energy 
inputs  in  the  raising  of  livestock 
are  two  of  the  focal  points  when 
considering  the  impacts  of  a 
meat-based  diet. 

There  are  also  many  other 
ways  that  the  meat  and  dairy 
industries  contribute  to 
environmental  degradation. 
These  include  the  production 
of  methane  (a  greenhouse 
gas),  and  water  pollution  from 
the  millions  of  tons  of 
excrement  that  must  be 
disposed  of  and  the  inefficient 
use  of  water  in  animal 
husbandry;  in  America,  the 
meat  and  dairy  industries 
consume  more  fresh  water 
than  do  all  other  industries  and 
domestk:  utilities.  Therefore, 
raising  the  issue  of  the 
automobile  over  that  of  meat 
consumption  on  environmental 
grounds  is  not  warranted. 
Nevertheless,  each  of  these 
issues  requires  a  great  deal  of 
moral  consideration,  and 
neither  meat  nor  cars  may  tje 
deemed  necessary  or 
irreplaceable,  nor  would 
asking  us  to  change  our 
attitudes  towards  them  t)e 
unreasonable. 


■  Iratto  HMTtid  vol.  27  issw  3 


More  Random  Thoughts 


Down  Goes  Brown" 

\  by  D.  DIFelice 


■  I've  got  a  question  for  all 
Z  you  hockey  fans  out  there... 
;  "Have  you  ever  imagined  what 
J  it  would  be  like  If  you  were 

■  watchlngagameontelevision, 
I  and  at  the  time  that  a  fight 
I  brokeoutthetelevislon camera 

*  panned  away  from  the  fight 
J  and  showed  the  crowd  at  the 

■  game  instead?"  Most,  if  not 
I  all,  hockey  fans  wouU  be 
;  annoyed.  The  reason  being  is 

*  that  fighting  is  an  inseparable 
J  part  of  hockey. 

'  The  kfea  of  censoring 
I  hockey  fights  has  never 
"  crossed  my  mind,  but  It  has 

■  crossed  the  minds  of  the 

•  members  of  the  Canadian 

■  Association  of  Broadcasters 
I  (C.A.B.).  This  group  recently 

■  approved  a  proposal  which 

■  would  prohibit  Canadian 

■  television  cameras  from 
I  broadcasting  hockey  fights. 
I  According  to  a  Toronto  Star 
;  article  on  the  matter.  The 
j.proposar  _i  states,  -  that  . 

■  broadcasters  are  not  to 
I  highlight  or  focus  on  any 
S  violence  that  is  not  part  of  s 
I  sport's  'sanctioned  activity'. 

J       The  question  then  to  ask 

■  is,  "Is  fighting  a  sanctioned 
I  activity  in  hockey?"  One  only 
I  has  to  look  at  the  history  of 

*  professkinal  hockey  in  Canada 

■  and  how  fighting  has  been 

•  deallwithbytheNHLtoanswer 
I  this  question. 

I       Historically,  fighting  has 

*  always  tteen  part  of  hockey. 

■  One  can  go  as  far  back  as  the 

■  late  1920's  and  find  a  skilled 

■  hockey  player  and  fighter  by 
;  the  name  of  Reginald  'Red' 
;  Horner  who  played  for  the 
J  Toronto  Maple  leafs.  I  myself 

•  never  saw  him  play,  but 

■  growing  up  as  a  kid  playing 
Z  hockey  in  Toronto,  I  can  still 
J  remember  the  names  of  the 
J  hockey  hero's  from  the  70's 

•  andSO's.  Dave  Schultz,  Bobby 
Z  Clarke,  Jimmy  Mann,  Clark 
Z  Gilles,  Terry  O'Riely,  and  my 
;  favourite,  Dave 'Tiger*  Williams 
;  along  with  many  others.  These 
»  players  knew  how  to  both  play 

■  the  sport  and  how  to  fight. 

«  Today,  fighters  are  still 
;  around.  The  Leafs  have  Ken 
;  Baumgartner  and  Wendel 

■  Clark,  the  Detroit  Red  Wings 

■  have  Bob  Probert.  the  Chicago 
Z  Blackhawks    have  Stu 


Grimson,  the  Winnipeg  Jets 
have  Tie  Domi,  the  Los 
Angeles  Kings  have  Marty 
McSoriey ,  and  the  list  goes  on. 
The  reason  why  these  types  of 
players  are  still  around  in  the 
NHL  Is  due  to  the  fact  the 
righting  has  been  and  always 
will  be  an  integral  part  of  the 
game. In  the  70's,  The 
Philadelphia  flyers  dominated 
the  NHL  with  their  rough  and 
tough  style  of  hockey.  They 
became  known  as  the  'Broad 
Street  Bullies'  and  they 
defeated  their  opponents  with 
a  combination  of  their  hockey 
and  fighting  skills. 

Today,  hockey  fights 
have  become  less  significant 
than  in  the  past,  but  this  does 
not  necessarily  mean  that 
fighting  has  lost  its  importance 
entirely.  Nowadays,  one  fight 
may  turn  around  the  entire 
momentum  of  a  hockey  game. 
An  example  of  this  was  seen 
this,  .season  when  the  Maple 
leafs  played  the  Detroit  Red 
Wings.Tlie  game  was  slow 
paced  until  Wendel  Clark  of 
the  Leafs  fought  and  defeated 
Detroit's  'tough  guy'  Bob 
Probert.  Ctarks'  victory 
grabbed  the  attention  of  not 
only  the  crowd  at  Maple  Leaf 
Gardens,  but  of  the  rest  of  hfs 
teammates,  who,  following  the 
melee,  played  a  more 
aggressive  style  of  hockey 
which,  in  the  end,  resulted  in  a 
victory  for  the  Leafs. 

Historically,  fighting  in 
Canadian  professional  hockey 
has  always  been  important. 
What  is  also  signiticant  is  to 
note  is  how  fighting  has  Ijeen 
dealt  with  by  the  NHL.  Hockey 
is  one  of  the  only  sports  that 
acknowledges  fighting  as  an 
integral  part  of  the  game.  All 
one  has  to  do  recognize  this  Is 
to  simply  view  how  the  NHL 
has  dealt  with  fights.  In  the 
NHL,  a  player  Is  not  ejected 
from  agame  for  fighting  unless 
he  is  either  an  Instigator  of  a 
fight  or  if  he  is  the  third  man 
involved  in  a  tight.  If  two  players 
agree  to  drop  their  gloves 
during  a  game  and  fight,  they 
will  most  likely  be  penaliz^-d 
for  five  minutes  and  ti.;n 
be  able  to  continue  playing 
after  serving  their  time. 
By  not  ejecting  any  player 


who  becomes  involved  in  a 
fight,  the  NHL  is  indirectly 
stating  that  fighting  is  a 
'sanctioned  activity'  of  the 
sport.  If  this  is  true,  the 
proposal  made  by  the  C.A.B. 
would  have  no  effect  on  the 
sportof  hockey.  Unfortunately, 
I  don't  think  the  C.A.B.  sees  it 
my  way.  Perhaps  if  the  C.A.B. 
spent  more  time  watching 
hockey  instead  of  censoring  it 
they  would  understand  what  I 
am  saying. 

What  will  be  the  results  if 
the  C.A.B. 's  proposal  is 
approved  and  enforced?  Rrst 
of  all,  Don  Cherry's  'Rock  'em 
and  Sock  'em'  tapes  along  with 
the  movie  Slapshot  will 
probat>ly  be  taken  off  the 
shelves  of  video  stores  across 
Canada.  Seconly,Sprortsline, 
on  Giotial,  will  no  longer  have 
any  good  'Hebzee's  (bloopers)' 
to  show.  Looking  at  the  big 
picture,  the  CA.B.'s  proposal 
would  hurt  the  NHL  and  their 
fans  most  of  all. 

If  hockey  fans  are 
deprived  of  seeing  an 
important  aspect  of  the  game, 
many  of  them  will  slowly  tune 
out  from  the  sport.  They  will 
stop  watching  and  following 
hockey  altogether  or  they  may 
view  gamas  broadcasted  in  the 
USA  or  listen  to  broadcasts  on 
the  radio.  If  fans  of  hockey  are 
lost  as  a  result  of  the  C.A.B.'s 
proposal,  the  NHL,  along  with 
it's  new  commissioner,  Gary 
Baettman,  will  have  a  difficult 
future.  The  NHL  may  soon 
find  itself  facing  its  most 
difficult  obstacle  at  a  time  when 
the  NHL  Is  attempting  to 
broaden  its  viewer  t>ase. 

This  potential  problem 
could  be  totally  avoided  if  the 
NHL  decides  to  ban  fighting 
altogether.  If  this  happens, 
the  number  otfiflh'tirig  Incidents 
will  drop  dramatically  and 
fighting  will  become 
nonexistent.  On  the  other 
hand,  if  fighting  is  tjanned  by 
the  NHL,  the  number  of  'stick' 
related  infractions  and  'cheap 
shot'  incidents  will  Increase. 
The  'all-star  players'  of  the 


NHL  will  become  open 
targetsfor  rougher  play 
because  they  will  no  longer  t)e 
able  to  depend  on  the 
protection  of  a  fighter  on  their 
team.  This  in  turn  may  result 
in  'all-stars'  suffering  from  more 
injuries.  In  the  end,  ticket  sales 
at  stadiums  throughout  the 
league,  would  suffer  due  to  the 
absence  of  these  'all-stars' 
from  games.No  matter  which 
way  you  cut  it,  the  proposal  by 
the  C.A.B.  is  ludicrous.  As 
fans  of  hockey,  we  must  aJl  put 
pressure  on  the  Canadian 
Radio-Television  and 
Telecommunications 
Commission  (CRTC)  to  reject 
theproposaloftheC.A.B..  Not 
only  should  hockey  fans  write 
and  voice  their  opinions  to  the 
chairman  of  the  CRTC,  Keith 
Spicer,  but  all  viewers  of 
television  should.  If  the  CRTC 
tjeglns  to  censor  hockey  fights 
what  will  be  next?  If  the 
censoring  of  hockey  fights  has 
todo  with  the  impact  they  have 
on  children,  then  it  should  t>e 
up  to  the  parents  of  those 
children  to  censor  what  their 
children  view  on  the  television 
set.  What  I  don't  understand 
from  the  C.A.B.'s  proposal  is 
why  hockey,  our  nations  most 
popular  sport,  has  been  singled 
out  for  censorship.  Shouldn't, 
if  anything,  the  more  violent 
movies  on  television  be 
censored  t)efore  hockey? 

It  will  t>e  Interesting  to 
see  how  the  CRTC  mles  on 
theproposaloftheC.A.B..  The 
future  of  hockey  Is  at  stake.  If 
the  proposal  of  the  C.A.B.  is 
supported  by  the  C  RTC ,  some 
of  hockey's  most  memorable 
moments  will  be  lost.  My  most 
memorable  moment  this  year 
occurred  when  Sylvian 
Lefebvre  of  the  Leafs  fought 
and  knocked  out  Rob  Brown  of 
the  Chicago  Blackhawks.  If 
the  C.A.B.'s  proposal  was 
practised  at  the  time  I  never 
would  have  heard  the  immortal 
words  of  play-by-play 
commentator  Joe  Brown  when 
he  said, "DOWN  GOES 
BROWN!.. ..LIKE  HE  WAS 
SHOT!" 


Greek  Kettol.  Now  in  Latin, 
the  letter  <c>  probabty  always 
stood  for  the  sound  /k/,  but  in 
all  English  words(except Celt), 
no  matter  whattheyarederived 
from  (Latin,  Ancient  Greek, 
whatever),  the  sound  /s/  is 
often  represented  with  <o 
bwfore  <i>  or  <e>.  So  we  have 
words  such  as  science,  cyst, 
citation,  ceramic,  nice, 
protxfficis,  etc.  The  reason 
for  this  is  pretty  complicated, 
but  briefly,  this  convention  was 
borrowed  from  French,  so 
when  French  and  Latin  words 
were  subsequently  tx)rrowed, 
any  occurences  of  <o  before 
<i>  or  <e>  were  pronounced 
/s/.  In  other  words,  the  English 
pronunciation  followed  the 
French  pronunciation.  This 
convention  is  now  completely 
Englishified. 

Now  we  reach  the  real 
point  of  my  article:  spellingi 
This  sort  of  confusion  over 
the  two  very  different  sounds 
/s/  and  M  is  the  result 
of  spelling.  Spelling  should 
be  a  representation 
of  pronunciation,  not  the 
other  way  around. 
Language  is  primarily 


spoken,  attar  all.  Spelling 
should  not  indicate  a 
pronunciation  of  four  hundred 
years  ago,  which  is  what 
the  English  spelling  system 
does.  And  there  is  a  tendency 
to  pronounce  words  according 
to  how  they  are  spelled,  like 
often.  The  other  pronunciation 
of  proboscis  is  due  to  this. 
In  most  languages,  speakers 
pronounce  words  according  to 
how  they  hear  them.  Of 
course,  most  languages  don't 
have  writing  systems. 
Although  the  English  system 
isn't  totally  chaotic,  it's  a 
mistake  to  base  your 
pronunciation  on  spelling.  For 
example,  there  are  six  vowel 
letters,  but  how  many 
contrastive  vowel  sounds  are 
there  in  Canadian  English? 
Thirteen. 

Having  said  all  that,  I 
follow  the  spelling  and  say 
/self/.  That  way  at  least  one 
thing  about  spelling  is 
consistent.  With  English 
spelling  in  the  state  it's  in,  I 
tinink  it  makes  sense  to 
minimize  confusion  and 
inconsistency.  Am  I  a 
hypocrite?  So  what,  we  all  are. 


Linguistik  Korner 

by  John  Anderson 


This  article  wilt  address 
that  pressing  prdilem  worrying 
all  Innisites:  the  pronunciation 
of  Celt  and  Celtic.  Now,  i  don't 
want  to  tell  anyone  how  she 
should  speak,  unlike  some 
people.  You  know  the  type: 
they  tell  you  that  a  double 
negative  is  wrong,  that  you 
shoukl  say  to  whom  instead 
of  who  to,  that  you  shoukl 
pronounce  the  t  in  often.  That 
attitude,  called  prescriptivism, 
is  completely  absurd.  It  is 
similar  to  saying  that  the  sun 
goes  around  the  earth,  ignoring 
all  otiservational  evklence.  If 
something  is  natural  for  a 
native  speaker  to  say,  how  can 
it  be  wrong?  People  say  what's 
natural;  that's  how  languages 
change.  It's  that  simple. 
Remember,  I'm  talking  about 
grammar,  not  about  business 
English,  sexist  language, 
any  ot  that  stuff.  So  anyway, 
after  that  askle,  I  have  to 
make  some  things  clear.  When 


I  use  these  brackets  <>  I  am 
referring  to  letters  (i.e. 
spelling),  and  when  I  use  these 
brackets  /  /  I  am  referring  to 
sound. 

I  cannot  tell  you  that  either 
way  is  the  right  way  to  say 
Celt,  but  I  say  /salt/,  because  I 
think  it  minimizes  confusion 
and  inconsistency.  So  why  is  it 
usually  pronounced  /kelt/ 
instead  of  /sell/?  The  tradition 
of  this  pronunciation  (and,  of 
course,  all  pronunciation  is 
nothing  more  than  tradition) 
dates  from  the  1800's  when 
the  English  were  very 
interested  in  Irish  culture  and 
myths.  They  assumed  that 
t>ecause  the  letter  <c>  was 
always  pronounced  as  /k/  in 
Gaelic,  the  word  Celtic  should 
t>e  pronounced  with  a  hard 
<o.  i  guess  that  they  didn't 
know  that  the  word  is  not 
derived  from  Gaelk:,  but 
from  the  Latin  Celtae,  which 
is  derived  from  the  Classical 


Direct  to  the  banks  -  Kellogg  Canada  Inc. 

by  Giefi  Fujrno 

I  guess  Tm  about  the  shrewdess  kinda  guy  out  there  -  not  exactly  padding 
myself  with  a  compliment,  eh?  Dealing  with  the  numfcier  of  companies  that  i  have 
had  to  in  my  many  capacities,  either  as  an  outsider  or  insider,  I  have  developed  a 
contempt  for  the  ethics  and  honesty  of  most.  With  our  eyes  filled  with  muck  and 
shoes  soaking  in  a  swamp  of  garisage,  it  is  so  easy  to  get  lost  in  a  pile  of  corporate 
shit,  where  reality  is  only  a  marketing  tool  and  common  sense  is  nothing  more  than 
a  type  of  cereal. 

When  I  had  originally  called  Kellogg  Canada,  my  misskm  was  to  try  to  get 
donatk>ns  to  us  k>wly  university  students.  From  my  view,  I  considered  the  donation 
of  cofporate  companies  as  nothing  more  than  pocket  change  -  an  advertising^^ 
campaign  in  itself.  Refusal  after  refusal  and  company  after  company,  i  slowly 
realized  that  it  ain't  that  easy  to  get  donations.  Furiously,  1  stowly  started  to  bake 
myself.  Don't  they  realize  how  bad  a  state  the  funding  of  our  education  system  is 
in?  Don't  they  realize  that  we  need  all  the  help  we  can  get?  Their  donations  today 
ODUId  cultivate  us  into  loyal  customers  down  the  road.  Are  they  all  heartless 
corporate  entities,  running  employees  lieyond  human  compassion? 

The  conversation  I  had  with  Ms.  Marianne  Phillips  was  like  no  other  conversation 
I  have  ever  had  with  any  corporate  slave.  (Perhaps  because  she  is  not  one?)  She 
stated  quite  clearly  from  the  start  of  the  conversation  that  Kellogg  Canada  inc.  did 
not  donate  products  for  events  anymore.  I  was  getting  ready  for  the  big  long 
argument  whrch  would  end  up  with  me  politely  agreeing  with  her,  but  this  was  not 
to  happen.  Instead  she  said  something  that  kinda  threw  me  off  balance.  I  had  no 
choice  but  to  agree  whole-heartedly. 

Kellogg  Canada  Inc.  does  not  donate  to  such  events  like  the  particular  event 
1  was  trying  to  support  twcause  any  food  products  that  they  do  donate  go  directly 
to  food  t>anks.  That  was  thier  policy,  she  had  said,  it's  a  very  good  poltey,  I  had  told 
her.  In  my  terriWe  mkJdle  dass  view  of  the  world,  i  had  completely  forgotten  that 
there  were  people  who  were  in  a  much  more  precarious  predicament  than  most  of 
us  can  even  imagine.  The  mere  act  of  actually  having  a  chance  to  attend  university 
suggests  that  we  feel  we  have  the  time  to  spend  here  -  which  suggests  that  we  are 
eating  something  sometime. 

I  wrote  this  piece  to  show  my  highest  regard  for  Ms.  Marianne  Phillips  for  bwing 
clear,  precise  and  honest,  i  wouW  also  like  to  honour  Kellogg  Canada  Inc.  for  their 
policy  of  directing  their  food  donations  to  food  banks  and  thank  both  for  reminding 
me  how  well  off  t  really  am, 

Thank-you! 


5  Great  Reasons  Why  You  Shouldl 
-Consider  Volunteering  at  the 
Career  Centre! 


3  He^^iMswli\itmcmr-!^  feeds 
S  ilteetfoso/pecpfei 


ixiof^ilmrtti  _  , 


Fiction  and  Poetry  - 

I  Saw  A  Gory  Murder 

Lyin'  To  The  Sheriff 


by  Fifi  Duval 

I  wish  W8  never  had  t'oet  old.  My  Ma's  still  as  beuattful  as  a  li'l 
goddess,  with  her  high  exotic  cheekbones,  soft  iJlack  eyes,  long  legs  an' 
short  waist.  Pa  said  she  reminded  him  ot  'Jean  Tirney'  or  somethin'  when 
they  first  met.  Pa's  gettin'  old,  too.  His  hair  an'  beard  ate  much  grayer  an' 
s'beUy  keeps  spreadin'.  Still  an' ail,  my  parents're  both  very  easy  on  th'eyes. 
So're  my  bro'  an'  I,  I  guess.  Hair  has  dark  hair  an'  green  eyes.  Who  knows 
where  he  got  those  (Ma  claims  from  'er  Gran'per).  I  have  long,  shiny  dark 
hair  an'  eyes.  My  bro'  an'  I  look  as  if  we  always  got  a  dark  tan,  which  we  got 
from  Ma,  Aside  from  that  we  look  normal,  not  too  short  or  tall  or  fat  or  skinny, 
whteh  was  nice  In  high  school  when  y'don'  wanna  stand  out,  but  we  did 
anyway,  since  we  were  shit-disturbers.  And  we  still  are.  We  seem  t'be 
chronically  In  the  wrong  place  at  the  wrong  time,  H'n  y'get  m'drift.  Like 
t'night.  I  knew  Ma  'n'  Pa'd  be  sleepin'  in  their  chambers  'cause  I  could  see 
no  light  spillin'  onto  th'  water  from  upstairs  as  we  poled  up  in  th'  flatboat.  We 
had  t'be  quiet  if  we  wanted  t'dock  tho'  -  Pa's  an  unnaturally  light  sleeper, 
an'  we  didn'  wanna  have  a  run-in  w'either  o'  my  parents,  seein'  as  we  were 
so  shook  up  an'  all.  laeza  steered  us  off  toward  the  boathouse,  prob'ly 
takin'  this  int'account.  It  was  three  lots  over  -  we  own  a  lotta  land  (Pa's  family 
always  did  an'  he  inherited).  A  screetch  owl  called.  They  don't  hoot...they 
sound  like  nails  on  a  chalkboard.  We  all  clenched  our  teeth.  I  actually  heard 
Ben's  jawgrind.  My  moutt)  felt  fulla cotton  an'  I  hiccupped.  We  all  broke  into 
nervous  giggles. 

In  the  junky  boathoouse,  Leez  pulled  on  the  string  that  hung  from  the 
naked  bulb.  Kte  calls  'erself  th'  Queen  o'  Junk".  We  sWe-stepped  tabletops. 
an  ok)  stag's  head  an'  th'cuckoo  clock.  The  movin'  bulb  created  grotesque 
shadows.  Ben  just  stood  there  on  th'landing  with  the  bait  bucket  in  his  hand, 
the  severed  head  still  inside  it.  I  said,  "Ben,  put  th'  bait  bucket  in  th'cooler,' 
'cause  that  way  I  thought  It'd  stay  fresh  an'  not  stink,  I  guess.  Now,  that 
seems  plenty  ridiculous,  but  then  Ben  looked  relieved.  We  have  an  actual 
deepfreezer,  like  an  icebox,  in  th'  boathouse  which  we  keep  filled  with  chum 
'n'  bait  to'  fishin'.  Th'  IkJ  opens  up,  not  out.  It's  horizontal.  Ben  leaned  in  an' 
stuck  it  down  In  there  w'th'frozen  tishes.  Feelin'  kinder  shaky,  we  all  four  o' 
us  plunked  down  on  th'  planks  an'  dan(^^$ij«ui:  baftaiefiliaSf  i>lack  water. 


Li'l  sunfish  came  fthe  top  f  see  if  n  we'd  chum  the'  water.  They  nibbled  our 
toes  ttwi  disappeared  when  they  realized  it  weren't  for  th  comln'.  Finally, 
Leeza  sakJ.'l  vote  we  don't  tell  th'  cops."  There  were  many  reasons  why 
she  prob'ly  saW  that.  Ben  an'  Leeza's  Paw  supposedly  farmed  crawfish 
(we  called  'em  the  "mudtMjggers"  somtimes.  jes'  loolin')  but  really  he  bred 
alligalors  illegally  in  cages  an'  soW  'em.  I  ain't  in  th'  positon  tlalk  since  my 
Pa's  growin'  pot  In  that  bam  out  back  for  "medicinal  purposes".  Bet  he  sells 
ift'his  buddies,  tho'.  Me,  well.at  that  pointlwaspurty  damned  rattled.  Down 
here  in  Louisiana,  an'  in  th'  South  generally,  if  s  kinda  like  th'  WiW  west.  Pa 
tells  us  don't  pull  a  gun,  'less  you're  prepared  fuse  it.  Everytxady  has  guns. 
Lotta  people  that  I  knew  from  highschool  got  shot.Some  shot  each  other, 
some  shot  'emselves,  and  some.  ..some  jus'  got  shot  an'  no  one  krwws  how 
or  wrtiy.  I'm  sick  oft.  I'm  good  w'a  gun  but  wish  I  didn'  have  fbe,  /know? 
An'  N'Awlins  is  just  twenty  minutes  away,  full  of  enough  gangsters  f  choke 
a  chk*en.  We  couW  end  up  dead  fo'  squealin.  As  a  matter  o'  fact,  1  think 
our  own  Sheriffs  dirty.  I  realized  Ben's  plan  of  deliverin'  th'  severed  head 
to  the  Law  was  not  as  simple  as't  sounded.  Pa  tells  us  not  ftrust  th'Sheriff 
'cause  he  was  "not  honourable".  Pa  says  the  Man  was  "after"  Ma  a  lew 
years  ago.  He  wont  elaborate. 

Gen'rally,  th'  lawmen  "round  here're  a  oinnin'  joke:  the/s  always 
runnin'  'round  like  chk*ens  w'thler  heads  cut  off,  but  they're  not  as  useful. 
Pa  always  adds  "they  ain't  as  tasty".  We's  polite  f  th'  police  cause  my 
parents  like  it  that  way.  But  we  don't  respect  'em.  I  thought  mayt>e  the 
Sheriffd  know  more  about  th'killin'  than  we'd  suspec',  jus'  'causa  maytie 
he  was  tol'  that  this  parish  should  look  t'other  way  ifn  a  murder 
happened...y'know?  Mayt>e  the  blonde  guy  who  chopped  up  ttie  ugly  guy 
knew  fat  ol'  Sheriff  Sranscum's  crooksder  than  a  hog's  taill  An  Where's  that 
leave  us?  So  we  decided  not  ftell.  Hair  brought  up  somethin'  inf  restin': 
"Member  that  guy  I  rescued  when  he  got  bit  by  that  Water  Moc?  'Member 
him?  He  went  f  St.  Pascal's,  that  all-boy's  school?  Yeah,  Al  Castiglione. 
'Member  how  Fat-scum  busted  me  lo'  drivin'  Al  f  town  w'out  a  license  even 
tho'  he  was  sick  an'  needed  a  doctor  an'  the  amtHjIances  take  fo'ever  f  get 
out  herB?Fuckin'  asshole  Branscum...Well,  his  Pa  owns  a  couple  clubs, 
an'  1  think  now  that  Al's  oWer  he  owns  some  too..."  What  Hair  was  gettin' 
at  was  askin'  Al  about  th'  murder  'cause  Al  knows  all'bout  organized  crime. 
He's  in  it.  But  he's  a  real  nice  guy,  though.  We  drove  in  f  see  him  at  his  tiar 
th'next  day.  I  dressed  up .  Al  is  gorgeous.  Hair  found  him  adrift  in  the  swamp 
a  few  years  ago,  bit  by  a  poisonous  snake,  an'  drove  him  int'town  even  tho' 
he  was  too  young  t'  drive  an  no  one  else  was  around.  It  was  Hair's  only 
option,  if  y'ask  me.  When  Branscum  found  out  it  was  Al,  he  dropped  Ih' 
charges  though. 

Speakin'  o'  our  industrious  Sheriff,  we  lound  out  he'd  been  visitin' 
when  we  got  t>ack  from  town.  Vshoulda  seen  our  laces  when  we  pulled  up 
in  the  Barracuda,  right  behind  his  patrol  car.  We  decided  to  be  cool.  Ma  said 
Branscum  was  In  th'  tioalhouse  waitin'  fo'  Pa  fget  back  Irom  fishin'.  That 
seemed  normal,  'cause  fsome  reason  th'  Sheriff  don1  like  tiein'  alone 
w'Ma.  I  devoutly  t>elieve's  'cause  he's  1raid  o'  Pa.  Anyhow,  th  four  o'  us  ran 
in  our  city  shoes  all  th'  way  fthe  boathouse.  He  was  sittin'  on  a  bench,  with 
a  fishin'  rod  extended  over  th'water,  now  startin'  f  reel  it  in.  ■Shee-il!"  he 
swore.  A  sunfish'd  stolen  his  bail.  Ben  took  the  rod  an'  walked  over  fthe 
bait  cooler  to  put  another  worm  on  ih'Man  s  hook  so  the  Shenftt  wouldn't 
hattago  into  the  freezeragain  and  riskdiscoverin'  our  dismembered  friend. 
Ben  casted  the  Sheritf s  line  far  out  inf  th'water  fo'im,  just  fbe  nk;e.  The 
Sheriff  thanked  him,  and  commented  thai  It  was  a  good  cast;  he  could 
already  feel  somethin'  pullin'  on  his  line,  .he  really  hadn't  lound  tiie  headin 
th'teeboxl  An'  ifs  a  good  thing,  too,  'cause  Al  tol'  us  not  fflap  our  jaws  in 
front  ol  Branscum  -  Banscum  was  in  on  th'  murtter,  man  I 

We  weren't  atxjut  to  let  it  go  al  ttial,  though.  No  luckin'  way  Even  il 
we  had  fptay  Nancy  Drew,  we  all  decided  we'd  find  exactly  how  that 
bastard  was  involved.  We'd  deckled  that  as  we  were  drivin'  home  in  the 
'Cuda,  across  th'  Ijridge  over  Lake  Ponchartrain.  50's  music  was  biastin' 
on  th'AM  radkj.  an'  th'fresh  satterwater  smell  was  mixin'  with  the  sweet 
blackwater  scent.  We  had  all  th'  windows  down  1  was  dnvin',  an'  tTiese 
cops  came  up  tjehind  me.  made  me  pull  over,  and  searcf>ed  my  dad's 
goddamn  carl  As  we  pulled  away,  I  said.  "Now  tfiat  school's  over  guys,  we 
can  concentrate  on  th'murder.'  Leez  said  "You  wanra  kill  th'  Sheriff?"  It 
was  agood  one.  so  we  all  laughed.  But  they  knew  wfiat  I  meant.  Atter  talkin' 
f  Al  in  N.O.,  I  made  a  date  with  him.  He  was  gorgeaous.  all  rosy  cheeks, 
tdack  hair 'n' stubble  . .an'  I  washopin'  that  aside  from  enjoyin'  myself,  I  d 
get  'Im  ftell  me  more  about  th'murder  our  gang  had  w\tr>essed.  He  knew 
more  ttian  fie'd  admitted  f  us  that  afternoon.  Well,  we  fiad  a  whkjie  summer 
fcofK»ntrate  on  wtiodunnit  an'  why. 

See  ya  in  Septemtwrl  Love.  Fifi. 


An  or  buU  and  the  Stiorlff  •  Sep'rated  at  birth ? 
by  Jon  Hunter 


God,  Heaven,  Hell,  etc. 


The  Past 


by  Jeanne  Body 

It  has  been  nearly  2000  years 

Since  Christ 

And  here  we  are  now 

Christ  has  become  a  god  in  himself 

His  mother  prayed  to 

Hell  (those  old  scare  tactics)  is  somewhere  in 

the  middle  of  the  earth 
Heaven  floating  somewhere  up  above 

Let  us  begin 

Christ  was  a  MAN,  oh  no  ordinary  man 
But  never  a  god 

And  don't  forget:  when  you're 

Bargaining  with  God 

Praying  for  this,  begging  for  that 

You  are  doing  the  same  things  heathens 

Have  done  since  humans  have  existed 

You've  just  stamped  monotheism  on  it. 

Christ,  who  was  so  far  evolved  spiritually  for  his 

Time  that  he  seemed  like  a  god 

Tried  to  show  us  that  God,  the  creative  force. 

The  beginning  and  the  end,  energy  which  can  be 

Anywhere  at  any  time,  so  that  our  concept  of 

Linear  time  does  not  exist. 

Energy  neither  +  or  -  but  both. 

Which  is  nothing  (0)  but  everything 

And  binds  all  living  matter  together, 

Which  is  not  MALE  or  FEMALE, 

Having  no  physical  body,  hence  no  gender 

IS  IN  EVERYONE,  IN  SPIRIT  FORM 

Don't  sicken  me  with  your  cute  slogans 
"Smile!  God  loves  you." 

God  does  not  love  in  a  parental  or  romantic  sense: 
WE  DO! 

God  goes  fc>eyond  love,  it  is  greater 
Yet  the  love  on  earth  is  the  closest  we  can  get 
To  achieving  that. 

Hell  we  have  created 

Heaven  we  have  created 

All  are  figments  of  the  imagination,  some  kind  of 

simplistic  order  out  of  the  chaos  of  the  questions: 

what  is  after  death,  etc.  These  figments  have  been 

pounded  into  us  for  so  many  millennia,  we  have  teen 

force-fed  as  children,  organized  religions  have  used 

them  for  their  tools  of  blackmail. 

If  you're  good,  go  to  church,  give  money:  heaven 

If  you're  bad,  commit  sins  (there  are  1000's):  hell 

How  much  simpler  could  it  be  made  for  the  ignorant  masses? 


by  Jeanne  Body 

Let's  take  a  walk 
Down  memory  lane 
And  drift  into  our  minds 
Let's  all  sit  down  together 
And  be  vegetables 
Let's  each  reminisce 
On  the  past 

I'm  so  fucking  sick  and  tired  of  reminiscing, 
remembering,  contemplating  the  past,  which  is  dead 
and  gone  and  nothing  but  old  photographs  or  movies 
that  start  to  fade  and  grow  older  and  older  as  each 
year  passes  and  you  wonder  why  we  always  sit  down  to 
have  a  good  time  and  end  up  mulling  over  the  past, 
you  know  it's  because  we  don't  go  out  and  have  fun 
and  adventures  and  excitement  and  create  new,  good 
times,  create  new,  fresh  memories  and  yes  i  know 
that's  almost  impossible  because  St.  Thomas  is  so 
t)oring  and  there's  nothing  to  do  but  sit  around  and 
remember  the  good  ol'  times 

SO  

Therefore, 
We  have  died. 


Contemplation  While  Running 
For  Soup  At  12:30  am 

by  Ash 

the  store  fronts  are  caked 

flaking  off 

we  need  tending  to 

I  breathe  in  exhaust 

and  like 

the  taste 

where  did  I  go  wrong 
or  did  I  at  aJi 

am  I  here  in  this  plastic  cage 

or  is  it  a  five  second  glimpse 

through  my  eyelids 

where  I  tie  on  a  beach 

under  a  tiright  blue  sky 

I  think  of  fish  sometimes 

and  you  don1  even  notice 

how  unfair  it  is 

I  go  into  the  store 

and  buy  a  djsty  can  of  soup 

and  I  think        I'm  better  than  this 

we  are  all  tjetter  than  this 
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Thumbing 

By  Paul  Mezo 


i  guess  about  seven  months 
ago  I  was  very  far  from  here,  having 
areattyweirdeicpefience.  Ifs  starting 
to  fade  in  my  memory  now,  so  I 
guess  I'll  type  it  out  for  you.  Mayt>e 
you'll  think  it's  fun  to  read. 

Sometime  In  the  middle  of 
August  last  year  I  decided  to  hitch- 
hike from  Tubingen,  Germany  to 
Budapest,  Hungary.  Tubingen  Is  not 
far  from  Stuttgart.  The  distance  to  be 
travelled  was  800  km.  I  was 
determined  to  do  It  In  one  day. 

To  this  end  I  woke  up  at  7:00 
AM,  drank  some  tea,  bought  a 
sandwich  for  lunch,  and  started 
hitching  by  8  :OOAK<.  Irish  people  call 
it  thumbing",  but  they  pronounce 
the  word  "tumming".  You  must  admit, 
that's  kind  of  funny.  I  was  thinking  to 
myself,  "Here  I  am  -  tumming." 

I  had  already  been  waiting  4S 
minutes  when  my  first  ride  came 
along.  It  was  to  Stuttgart.  The  driver 
was  a  young  guy  In  a  suit.  He  was  on 
his  way  to  Berlin  for  some  meeting. 
He  spent  his  time  doing  politicaf 
analysis  based  on  public  sunreys. 
He  was  still  a  student  so  it  was  more 
of  a  work  project.  He  had  studied  at 
Oxford  and  could  speak  terrific 
English,  tjut  we  spoke  Gemian, 
because  thaf  s  what  we  started  with. 
We  talked  aboui  Americans.  He  said 
Americans  were  really  fake  and  over- 
friendly.  He  sakJ  once  he  had  taken 
some  Americans  out  to  lunch  and 
after  the  meal  they  said,  Thai's  the 
mostlantastic  mealwe'veever  had  I". 
I  had  to  laugh  at  the  way  he  emulated 
the  American  accent.  Before  I  got 
out  of  his  car  I  said,  "Thai's  the  most 
fantastic  ride  I  have  ever  hadll"  He 
laughed  and  said  in  English,  "You 
Canadians  are  just  like  Americans, 
aren't  you?"  As  I  saw  the  car  pull 
away,  I  thought  of  how  easy  it  would 
have  been  to  go  to  Beriin.  Too  bad  I 
was  headed  east. 

I  ended  up  hitching  at  the 
service  station  at  the  autobahn 
crossing  on  the  way  to  Munich.  It 
was  hot  as  hell.  I  had  been  hitching 
(tumming-ha  hal)  for  at>out  half  an 
hour,  getting  more  and  more 
dehydrated  (Fuckl  I  knew  f  shoukJ 
have  brought  more  water),  when  this 
greasy-looking  guy  with  dark  hair,  a 
.sparse  moustache  and  a  green 
muscle  shirt  came  up  to  me  and 
started  talking  German  in  a  heavy 
foreign  accent.  He  asked  ma  a  lot  of 
questions:  "How  long  have  you  been 
waiting?  What  do  you  do?  How  much 
money  \does  the  average  German 
earn?".  I  was  getting  a  headache 
and  (  really  wanted  him  to  piss  off 
so  I  couklgo  on  hitching  In  peace.  It's 
much  harder  to  get  a  ride  when  you're 
not  alone.  It  turned  out  that  his  friend 
and  he  were  from  Poland .  They  were 
desperate  fuckers  k)oking  for  work  In 
Germany.  They  bask^lly  had  no 
place  to  go.  Tfiey  were  Just  hitching 
aimlessly,  trying  to  tind  a  job  that 
woukt  never  materialize.  I  felt  sorry 
for  them,  t>ut  I  really  didn't  feel  like 
being  super-friendly  or  anything. 
I  kept  thinking,  "Why  don't  you 
just  get  tost?".  Finally  he  got  the 
message  and  left. 


Half  an  hour  later  a  guy  In  his 
twenties  pfcked  me  up  in  a  white  van. 
He  thought  he  was  an  authority  on 
hitching  and  gave  me  tips  on  all  sorts 
of  things  that  were  self-evident.  One 
of  the  things  he  said  was  that  it  was 
easier  to  get  a  ride  if  you  didn't  have 
long  hair.  People  wtvj  think  they're 
authorities  on  ttiings  tend  to  be  quite 
boring.  He  dropped  me  off  at  arwsther 
autobahn  station  halfway  to  Munich. 
Thaf  s  where  I  ate  my  sandwich  and 
bought  an  expensive  bottle  of 
waterloog  hair.  People  who  think 
they're  authorities  on  things  tend  to 
be  quite  boring.  He  dropped  me  off 
at  another  autobahn  station  halfway 
to  Munich.  That's  where  I  ate  my 
sandwich  and  bought  an  expensive 
bottle  of  water.After  smoking  a 
cigarette,  I  headed  out  to  the  exit 
ramp  to  turn  on.  Iwas  very  confkfent 
of  a  quick  ride,  as  i  had  often  hitched 
at  that  particular  station.  Sure 
enough,  the  second  car  to  pass  me 
by  pulled  over.  Two  women  were  in 
the  car.  If  spretty  rare  to  get  a  ride 
from  two  women  so  I  thought  that 
they  had  pulled  over  to  check 
something  in  their  car.After  tfiey 
honked  my  lace  lit  up  andl  got  into 
their  Alfa  Romeo.  They  were  on  their 
way  to  Italy.  The  driver  was  an  older 
Italian  woman.  She 
was  wearing  a  black 
dress.  The  dress 
really  caught  my 
attention  and  I  found 
myself  really 
attracted  to  •  her 
despite  her  age. 
The  other  woman 
was  in  her  twenties 
and  had  an  octopus 
tattooed  on  her  foot. 
That  freaked  me  out 
a  bit  lor  some  reason.lt  gave  me 
visions  of  the  godfather.  Oh  well. 
There  was  also  a  dog  in  the  back 
seat  with  me.  The  poor  bugger  was 
dying  Irom  heat  exaustlon.  He  had  a 
real  Italian  nam  -  something  like 
Pkxolo.  After  smoking  a  cigarette 
with  them,  we  found  ourselves  In  a 
full  blowm  tratfk;  jam, 

Traffic  jams  on  the  autobahn 
are  horrible.  They  are  kind  of  neat 
at  the  same  time,  too.  Everyone 
gets  out  of  the  car  to  check  whats 
going  on.  It  was  fun  to  sit  in  the 
mld(^le  o(,(a  freeway  which  cars 
sometTmes  whiz  by  at  sppeds  of 
over  200  km/h.  I  coukJ  imagine 
myself  getting  hit  by  one  of  those 
cars  (persumably  a  mecedes)  and 
becoming  a  red  smear  on  the  road. 
Alter  some  time,  we  decided  to  drive 
through  the  fiekl  on  the  right  SKte  of 
the  autobahn  In  order  to  get  onto  a 
sidestreet.  We  actually  managed 
this,  but  It  turned  out  to  be  a  worthless 
Idea,  because  we  got  lost  trying  to 
get  on  the  autobahn  later  on. 

It  was  getting  late  in  the  day 
and  I  was  becoming  Inaeaslngly 
frustrated.  If  only  It  wasn't  so  bkiody 
hoi.  Anyhow,  we  arrived  In  Munich 
sometl  me  around  3.00  PM.  I  ttianked 
them  lor  the  lift  and  look  ttw  subway 
to  the  next  hitching  spot.  I  drank 
some  more  water,  smoked  another 


dgarene  and  felt  much  better.  It  was 
atiout  thai  time  that  I  got  one  of  those 
feelings  that  I  only  gel  when  I  hitch. 
Ifs  a  feeling  of  freedom,  a  feeling  of 
anything  goes.  No  one  knows  wtio  I 
am  Of  where  I'm  going  and  life  is 
beautilul.  Infinity... 

After  20  minutes  of  trying  to  get 
a  ride,  all  those  feelings  were 
replaced  by  concern.  It's  hard  to 
hitch  east  of  Munk*.  Luckily  a  small 
red  car  picked  me  up.  There  were 
three  women  in  ii.  Two  sweet  older 
women  were  sitting  in  the  front.  I  was 
sitting  in  the  back  with  a  woman  who 
was  atxHit  my  age.  She  studied 
biology  and  was  doing  experiments 
on  bats.  She  asked  me  if  1  was  from 
eastern  Germany.  I  laughed  and  said, 
"Neln.  Ich  bin  Kanadier."  She  said 
she  coukjn't  recognize  the  accentso 
she  thought  I  was  probably  from 
some  part  of  Germany  she  had  never 
been  to  before.  They  weren't  driving 
very  far  so  they  dropped  me  off  at  the 
next  rest  station .  The  sun  was  cleariy 
on  its  way  down  by  then.  I  didn't  want 
to  hitch  at  night.  Little  did  I  know  who 
was  waW  ng  fo  r  me  at  th  is  rest  station . 
It  was  the  German  Incarnation  of 
Elvis. 

This  guy  was  the  weirdest 
tucker.  He  was  wearing  a  tapered 
corduroy  suit. 
The  pants  were 
blue  and 
bellbottomed. 
His  shirt  had 
collars  that 
t>ek)nfledito  the 
decade  of  my 
childhood.  I 
thought  the 
corduroy  vest 
was  a  bit  much, 
but  then  again, 
bundles  he  had  with  him.  They  were 
made  out  ofhe  was  wearing  a  ten 
gallon  Texan  cowtxjy  hat.  He  also 
had  a  tall  wooden  walking  slick  - 
something  Gandall  would  have.  He 
was  definitely  under  thirty.  It  was  a 
surreal  sight.  OhI  I  forgot  to  mention 
thecloth  and  stning  together  with 
rope,  just  like  something  a  hobo 
during  the  depression  might  have 
had.  At  any  rate  he  offered  me  a 
cigarette.  I  was  a  tad  paranoid  so  I 
declined  and  deckled  not  to  engage 
In  any  discourse  with  this  interesting 
oddball.  People  woukj  drive  by  and 
honk  their  horns  laughing  at  him.  I 
selfishly  resented  him  tor  alienating 
us  from  the  cars.  After  about  halt  an 
hour  or  so  he  picked  up  and  left.  He 
just  walked  off  into  the  sunset.  II  still 
seems  suneal  to  me,  even  now. 

A  few  minutes  later  another 
marginal  character  arrived  on  the 
scene.This  guy  was  in  his  mk)- 
twentles.  He  had  shaved  all  the  hair 
Irom  his  head,  was  wearing  khaki 
army  pants  with  a  large  tear  by  his 
buttocks,  and  had  a  tiackpack  with 
only  one  strap  remaining.  II  turned 
out  he  was  British.  Thai  twcame 
obvious  for  ttwee  reasons  FiribV,  he 
had  a  very  strong  wori^ir.'g-clav.s 
British  aocsnl.  The  first  thing  fie  askeil 
me  was,  "How  fah  ah  we  Irom  the 
boe-dah?" 


Little  did  I  l<now 
who  was  waiting 
for  me  at  this  rest 
station.  It  was  the 
German 
incarnation  of 
Elvis. 


The  boe-dahr  I  asked. 

The  second  thing  that  made  it 
obvious  was  the  fresh  tattoo  that 
was  scabtxng  up  on  his  forearm.  H 
read,  "England*.  His  third  British  quirts 
was  the  conditkxi  ol  his  teeth,  htow, 
you  maynot  agree  with  me, bull  find 
that  many  (most?)  British  people 
have  crummy  teeth.  This  feltow  was 
certainly  no  exception,  as  his  set  of 
teeth  was  Ijoth  incomplete  and 
skewed.  After  chatting  a  while,  he 
made  it  dear  that  he  viras  on  his  way 
to  "Yugoslavia"  to 'do  a  bit  of  fighting". 
That  made  me  tense.  We  didn't  talk 
all  that  much  because  soon  we  got 
picked  up  by  a  jovial  intellectual 
Bavarian. 

The  Bavarian  was  from  the 
Rosenheim  area  and  extolled  the 
wonders  that  coukJ  be  found  there.  1 
didn't  berieve  tfiat  Rosenheim  could 
be  all  that  exciting,  but  I  was  more 
than  willing  to  keep  on  listening  to 
him  lest  the  freedom  fighter  in  the 
back  should  strike  up  a  conversation 
about  his  dreams  of  getting  some 
action  In  Sarajevo.  Luckily,  our 
mercenary  companion  couW  not 
speak  German. 

We  were  dropped  off  at  a 
sarvtee  statkjn  really  dose  to  the 
Austrian  border.  We  didn1  have  to 
wait  all  that  long  before  we  were 
picked  up  again.  The  Gemian  guy 
who  pteked  us  up  had  a  reasonably 
nice  sports  car  and  a  pretty  thick 
moustache.  I  lorget  exactly  what  he 
did  for  a  living,  but  he  was  on  his  way 
to  dO  some  Ixisiness  In  Slovenia?  I 
told  this  to  the  British  guy 
immediately.  He  wasvery  happy  to 
be  arriving  so  dose  to  his  ultimate 
destination  on  the  same  day.  I  wasn't 
sure  at  this  point  what  I  should  do. 
The  driver  Suggscled  I  travel  along 
all  the  way  to  Slovenia,  since  Hungary 
was  only  60  km  away  irom  where  he 
wasgoing.  laskedhimwhetherthere 
was  atrain  running  betiveen  Slovenia 
and  Hungary.  He  said,  "Nein,  nicht 
mehr.'Then  I  thought  to  mysell,  "SO 
km  is  a  long  way  to  walk".  It  seemed 
like  a  foolish  ideato  rely  on  Slovenia's 
transportation  system  so  I  asked  the 
driver  to  let  me  out  after  we  crossed 
the  border. 

Shortly  thereafter  I  lound  myself 
sitting  on  a  curb  t>etw6en  partsed 
cars.  The  sun  had  already  set  and  I 
was  nervously  fingering  a  ogarene. 
There  was  good  reason  to  t>e 
nervous.  Auslrians  are  not  t\all  as 
fond  o(  hitch-hikers  as  Gemwis  are. 
Tumming  in  the  ev9nir>g  is  also  far 
more  ditftcult.  There  was,  however, 
only  one  game  to  play  in  \own  - 
hitching  onward. 

Surprisingly,  a  car  pulled  up  in 
front  of  me  and  the  d^^'8r  asked  me 
where  I  was  off  to.  i  loW  him  I  was  on 
my  way  lo  Vienna.  He  said  he  couW 
lake  me  more  than  two-thirds  ol  the 
way  there.  Now,  as  a  rule  one  shoukl 
never  accept  a  ride  in  Austria  unless 
it  takes  you  exactly  lo  wtiere  you 
want  to  arrive.  Otherwise  one  runs  a 
huge  risk  ol  getting  stranded  in  Ljnz 
or  soma  godlorsaken  service  sla^on . 
I  was  so  relieved  al  this  eas^'  ride 
Ifiough.  trial  I  suppressed  common 
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sense  and  took  the  ride.The 
gentleman  driving  the  car  was  a 
fashion  salesman.  Ha  worked  in 
Vienna,  txjt  was  from  the  Ruhr  area 
of  Germany  -  afact  his  dialect  readily 
revealed.  HetoW  me  interesting 
stories.  He  had,  for  a  time,  sold 
fashion  Hems  onthe  Caritjijean  island 
of  Martink^.  He  toM  me  Hiat 
although  It  sounded  like  ttiere  was 
nothing  there,  it  was  in  fact  a 
playground  for  the  wealthy,  especially 
lor  the  French  and  wealthy.  He  also 
pointed  out  that  the  further  east  one 
sold  fashion  artictes  InEurope,  the 
more  time  the  customer  took  to 
actually  buy  anything.  He  tok)  em 
this  with  agltatton  in  his  voice.  It  must 
annoyhlm  to  no  end  to  have  to  wait 
for  his  customers  to  make  up  their 
minds  and  stop  wasting  his  time. 
During  ttie  length  of  our  conversation 
my  little  voice  of  reason,  which  I  had 
suppressed  so  easily  at  the  tiorder, 
was  speakkig  louder  and  louder.  It 
was  saying.  "What  are  you  gong  to 
do  when  he  drops  you  off  at  the  next 
seivice  statk)n?° 

When  we  arrived  at  the 
designated  service  station  It  was 
about  10:30  PM  and  pitch-black 


outside.  He  sakl  goo<fi>ye  and  I  was 
left  alone  to  deal  with  my  nasty  voUx 
of  reason  which  was  now  screaming 
as  kHid  as  it  could.  I  knew  what  i  had 
to  do.  I  had  to  go  up  to  cars  and 
actually  ask  people  if  they  could  take 
me  along.  I  can  at  times  be  irratkmaliy 
shy  though,  so  I  deckled  to  go  to  the 
washroom  instead.  After  that  1 
smoked  a  clgarette.Ttiere  were  three 
guys  in  the  Ic^y  of  the  gas  station 
talking  Hungarian.  I  knew  what  I  was 
supposed  to  do.  I  was  supposed  to 
go  up  to  them  and  politely  ask  them 
in  Hungarian  if  they  couU  take  me 
with  them.  What  did  I  actually  do,  you 
might  ask?  I  ate  a  ctiocolate  bar  and 
watched  them  leave.  Once  I  realized 
that  it  was  getting  coW  I  deckled  to 
actually  tryhitching  the  convemtonal 
way.  There  was  a  street  lamp  at  the 
service  station  exit,  so  I  stood  under 
it  with  my  makeshift  "WIEN'  sign 
and  hoped  for  the  best.  I  felt  very 
atone.  I  felt  so  alone  that  it  was  hard 
to  think  of  a  time  I  felt  more  alone.  It 
wasn't  a  good  feeling.  Some  fucking 
pricks  drove  by  me  yelling 
"Budapest!"  in  an  Austrian  accent 
then  pulled  away  laughing.  I  guess 
they  assumed  that  I  was  Hungarian 


Car  Fax  Machines 

By  Jeanne  Body 

Carfa^machinas. 

Whatever  happened  to  the  good  oT  Model  T 
*You  can  have  any  colour  you  want 
So  kmg  as  it's  tAxk.' 

Car  fax  machines. 

Tectmotogy  wkB  my  Bfe  - 

With  my  c^tular  phona 

My  tru^  desk  fax  machine 

tile  tw^Ky-biBon  do8ar  home  computer 

My  portable  laptop 

My  V.C.n.,  microwave,  compact  disc  playsr 
-More  and  mors  and  more 
As  biWons  five  thair  livas 
Scrounging  around,  hMking  for  food. 

Carfax  madi&ies. 

I'm  happy  and  well-off  and  making  mora  eveiy  year 

You  shoukf  see  our  sfioe  collection,  wifey  and  rrve 

We've  got  all  the  latest  designers 

Two  thousand  sfraes  In  patent,  leather  and  suede 

Silk,  satin  and  velvai 

As  chlklren  8lk»  open  their  feet 

On  broken  bottles  and  windows. 

tax  machines, 
tcant  live  without  themi 
What  woukl  I  do  K 

I  bad  somothinfl  really  Important  to  say 

And  I  couldnl  wait.  MOI 

I  couklnt  wait  until  I  coukJ  see  you 

I'd  have  to  fax  you  or  give  you  a  ring 

As  I  commute  back  home. 

Honra  Sweet  Home  in  Suburbia. 

Trimmed  hedges  and  fat  ctiiidren,  fat  dogs  and  fat  cats 

Blue  sky  and  balkxms  arKl  the  sunny  sun 

Oh  God  what  a  haven  from  my  hectic  working  day. 
Let  me  unwind  with  a  cool  brew 
As  I  watt  lor  supper,  watching  my  V.C.R. 
Faxing  to  ttie  Japanese  businessmen 
Casing  up  a  dozen  friends 
Making  a  date  with  tfiat  giri  on  the  sly 
Kissing  my  wife,  "How  was  your  day?* 
.  Fe^!^  (he  <^  and  ttH>  dogs  and  Uw  rots... 

RATS?I 

Them  are  NO  rats  here- 
in rats  except  us  contestants 
in  the  rat  race  against 
Time  and  oM  age  homes 
AllakHia, 

Drooling  on  myself 

Waiting  every  day  for  the  er)d... 

Car  lax  machines. 
What  happened  to  me? 


because  I  was  hitching  and  didnt 
have  a  car  of  my  own.  Depression 
was  tnessing  up  my  outlook  on  things, 
iwas  preparing  myself  to  sleep  there. 

A  few  minutes  after  the  nasty 
Austrians  yelled  at  tna,  a  big  tnjck 
pulled  over.  The  driver  toW  me  to  get 
in.  Sitting  In  a,  truck  -is  a  great 
experience.  You  feel  you  couU  crush 
anything  else  on  the  highway.  That's 
probably  tnje,  too.  Anyway,  the  driver 
was  this  short  Austrian  guy  with  sort 
of  unhealthy-looking  eyes. 
Sometimes  when  people  have  been 
anwking  for  a  long  time  their  eyes 
become  watery,  yellow  and  miklly 
bkxxishot  all  the  time.  He  was  realty 
nice.  He  offered  me  cigareftes  and 
played  some  goofy  Austrian  music 
on  his  stereo.  Why  is  it  that  continental 
European  pop  music  is  so  downright 
silly?  Just  think  of  bands  like  Faico, 
ABBA,  Nena,  Aha,  etc. 

It  turned  out  that  he  was  a 
worttaholio.  He  drove  the  tnjck  all  the 
time  and  toW  me  that  he  couWn't  stay 
at  home  for  any  more  than  three 
days  without  getting  the  urge  to  get 
back  on  the  road.  He  was  married, 
too,  but  his  wife  must  have 
a  man  on  the  side  with  a  husband 


who's  at  home  as  sekfom  as  he  is. 
He  was  kind  enough  o  t)uy  me  a 
coffee  beforewe  arrived  in  Vienna.  It 
was  around  midnight. 

I  was  so  relieved  to  arrive  in 
Vienna!  Vienna  is  such  a  cool  city. 
Aside  from  that  I  knew  I  coukf  just  sM 
on  a  train  to  Budapest  and  fail  into  a 
deep  and  tieautifui  slumber. 

A  Bahnhofsviertel  is  a  seedy 
neigtitwurtiood  surrounding  a  train 
station  in  a  large  German  or  Austrian 
city,  the  one  in  Vienna  is  particularly 
interesting.  The  prostitutes  dress 
really  wik).  A  lot  of  them  had  on  all 
these  crazy,  colourful,  psychedelic 
outfits  on.  Some  of  them  were 
wearing  nothing  more  than  bathing 
suits.  My  libido  was  begging  me, 
"PLEASE,  Paul.  I  know  it's  bad  and 
you  don't  have  any  money,  but  just 
LOOKI  This  couW  be  YOURS,  etc." 

Wei!,  that's  where  my  story 
should  end  because  alter  I  arrived  at 
the  station,  I  sleiot  on  f  he  floor  for  four 
hours  and  got  on  a  train  and  lell 
asleep  again. 

Travel  is  good. 
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